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ana sote. trsea on tie mittens, wound
the scarf around fcu neck, bcraped

with the candy, and took
bite out of a shin log apple.

Word! words wer weak for the
pres&ion of hi satisfaction; so ha
daoced up and down tha room, and
clapped bis hands, and laughed and
fLis tied, and finally turned a somer-

sault, in the intensity of his joy.
Then he and hU mother had their

Christmas supper in the warm room.

f

a. Pin 'fetiiHirii M

tosjteJ bnl oT TniTftaa ana ttrt7c2
baeoa for folks in sack a recktat scrc.7
that La kalf bakd his faoa aud Uot;v.5
the water to his eyes, aaymjy orcr
work to aaybouy.

On Um heels of tbiamlty ahcl
Old Maas evil deUay ba atrtr 1
to him to propoa to XIl nccr? 'J
can't ay, and yoa cent. Ilaak r
Iteration, I suppeaa, aad tka trcz.- -

tLouj-h- t that Kbo waa rctt- awcy tri
b n.ight Dear tea kar yf' ilrjhow, 1 knew he a an to 4a tt, ttr Z
heard tleaa, wheo the psrty wa c
dling up aiid Cr ,

ture. Ha had tudtsiUy abtti tcrTJ J 1

might rid a litUe way with icr, as La
had aomettanat peeial i ay t!Lrr
and 1 heard bar reply: Cf oocr yen'
caa rida with me if yo wmua so L
aDthiag you hava to say earn r
well b sakl hera and kok, &i bsT3w "

ver." ,

I fney ha most bava metlent.t3
her the saspkrien-- w sdl.lud. aa4 r.' "1
aomethiaf to the yffaet thai h tlhoped she oame doem to t?e cecrr
pecially to bid hint foed-b- y bclojw-- t
left; perhaps there had bee4 scsv
thing between then thaVjnri V.t'in thinking so. . ThatL-e-r he had c-- T

Le had snociede--d in making her Tclz3

iag mad. and beterje.tue oexj iaeciars'
of that arjeech of hers he tamed awry
heart-brvke- saying;

'

"1 guess yon don't c'.re ftar cne t
ride with you, and what I had tboc.
to say had better remain unaaei.

fcle looked aflr him, aa be won 13
help the others with the saddling, ry
regretfully.

"Aha! Mistress Tuitj,m I thotztt,
you clawed your moute a IrtfJe teo

hard that time. Anjhow," X edOd,
virtuously, "you know enough dxt
the poor fellow's devettaa dw, aetd
you shan't have the satisfaction of re--

ro toc 'pt)ir. Tnr rKrsrNTS km.x. ooui thivm'Oii?

THE VEAL.

with the tire-lig- shining through tha 2

cracks of the usually grim old stove.
And they talked of this glad evening
for umehow the bitterness of its

had paed from the mother's
mind, and the old carol which sitgs
that "night U passed, most fitly ex-

pressed the thought of her thankful
heart

"I can see a star!" Arthur cried, and
sure enough, the frost had malted a
little, and a star was peeping in; oh,
more than one! two, hrec yes, several
shining down on the poor little home,
as they had shone, long years before,
on lonely Jttda, and telling again the
old yet ever new story of the Christ-child- 's

birth, and of love and peace on
earth. Annie J. Holland, in Household
Monthly.

CHfllSTMAS GIVING.
I t It R with a Loving Heart, and Xota-ic- z

That Ta K;radae.
It has leen nearly two thousand

years since the first beautiful
Christinas gift came on earth, acd it
was received with gladness and joy by
shepherd and king alike. To-da- y, in
memory of that, I give yon some little
trifle, because I love you, but I gire it
so ungraciously you scarcely like to
take it. A pretty way to send a gift is
to do it up in one of the colored tissue
papers, tie it with the extremely
narrow ribbon that can be bought for
a few pennies, thrf whole twelve yards,
and so give your friend the pleasure of
untying the mysterious box, of remov-

ing the pretty ribbons and of coming to
the surprise at last, the something for
which she has loDged for many a day.
I know a woman who has wanted a pin-
cushion ten years, who in that time has
gotten two diamond bracelets and in-

numerable rings, but the
n has never come. She

still hopes for It. and believes that this
year will certainly bring it. You say:
"Why not buy it?" .Well, now, who
ever bought a n without the
intention of giving it to somebody else?
It is always a something given to you
and not bought.

Give with a loving and full heart,
and never, under any circumstances,
give that which you begrudge. Such a
gift will bear no fruit for you, not even
the honest fruit of thanks. You can
quote as many ttimes as you want that

Unto him th?t hath shall be given,"
and so it shall, because it is just this
way, my friend: You possess the gifts
of gentleness and graciousness, of po-
liteness and of goodness, and thee are
gifts that call others to them. If peo-
ple are cross and disagreeable there is
very slight inclination to wish them a
merry Christmas; if they are irritable
and snappish nobody cares whether
they are blessed with a Christmas pres-
ent or not; bu,t unto her who hath the
graces which I have cited will certain-
ly come a basket full of good gifts,
"pressed down, shaken together end
running over." Ruth Ashmore, in La-
dies Home JoarnaL

Christmas Secret.
You m&sta't look in corners,

And you mustn't brar a sound,
Eccau?e a flock cf secrets

Is Cyicg all around.

They'll perch upon the C?Jr?stiras trees
tVhea weary cf ttcir C'jrbt,

Or they'll build tneir nests In stoc'-in- js

In tho Eiiddle of the nisht
But catch them Christmas morning

For dear old Santa
In ecry cne a sweet surprise

To his lovins little frieads.
--Anna M. Pratt, in Youth's Companion.

IMAGINATION' AND KKALITT.

1 iTVM.2idjSeS
J'.

When h calls upon her as the holiday
season a pprujiehes he finds her preooru-pi- d

and inclined to garc irtentlynt his
foot. This makes his lifp miserable, and
he never 1m fore realized how terribly
large his feet really are.

hi? y

F."t on Cir'stm:. nrT.ing. vhrt '?

g;rra Yrm r..r of s',vpprv f;.-

'i'T-'Tfrf- i 't rr-- ' n z'ht i..a.
ivvfrv ;s :...Ive- - a-- .d h;., f

ie tr'-;- r rrral j;r-.- :ti " 1: -

--,, .f ;

Kinf'ey I nrpe vn T,.- -" Voi-- ht

"il of your wife's C.ristTr.s r' n's
l.aven't yon''

1 Mn go Ail 'nt one,
Kingley one'.-

fcingo Mine. Mail and Ksprea.

CHRISTMAS- -

PAKTY, a a 4.
do doubt.Mm AlcJrU

trre;
Cnrtat-tLA- i

Aal girl a4 boys
aal toys -- sad
aoioa;

V7sat t!o want U (J an
Jc4 yt fcr UtU fr.en.Uy nute

Wclare tbrk underlined
X Dull at fait W ail. U. 1 woatl

zu alj wetatl kind.

iw. Vt r m. oot tVjutll v

I' poii my wardrobe's state;
X oiust 'ixjic up my venin vs f-

ray Jov: 11 rat&er ;au x
Tj rbmmij for a matt a j'.e

And aa out lo ciAtch.
Gret Scott' rcy beat turt'ti at If t wash

A&4 ifcia oo needa a puUa.

thread a need!-- If I ca
I xm the tnaa o trvr

Of ii!4'.e UrMrUat-M'- ) aa.l sea
If I cao't asvnd laris ra .

Tait ihrcd t coarse; or !se, reinsTa
y r.U I too!:m.

Th it or u n ay
My (v..'t.i is grttiajj t:an.

Vbv wer m.a' flr.g?rs cn!y mvte
To ctra aad thtionp atv! jrit

?h n'!DS ho kr ba'ad
Won-- cot around tais orU

Ant hvr S J inO! l ue ter threat
Aot look o w a.iJ tjlm.

Atui there' I vubb-- i ny Koer Hsro-i-

('b, !iat aa u 1 am'

Tn clock tick on. I nwut make basts,

I'cr t.Vif? Iom opportunities
Our youth In pu.M'r aa si.--' single still, woo knowj,

joy wi B:av rrtrlft
Frrtap heU rond life for tr.m

Kfor? nit ClrtstOT-- .

Madeila S. DriA;. In Jj1j.

t

J' , J id

1 lmm
RTIIUIi seated
Limael f upon
the floor, in a
corner of the

--mm room farthest
from his moth-
er; he wrinkled

his ejrebrotrs. pnckered his mouth and
cramping hi little flnfrers around a
atubbj lead pencil befran to write; and
thus is what he wrote:

Dtaa att ci.aws: P!edont for Get to
FU1 my atockin. Aa Id I'Jce A SU aa a par of
kaTe Aa plej giv MOTtKr tte Ery nicE.t

itlaO yoa gVT. We Ut oo Frtu-- street,
FUt CniniBiy dowN FLijaT.

. "AnTHrn Htu.
He stretched out his little numb fin

Sers, with asich of relief; for.printinj
wa hard work for Arthur'." chubby
Cst-- Then he planced furtively over
hU sluui!er, to make &ure his mother
wrs not looking but no; stitch, stitch,
stitch her neelle went through the
heary coit, acd she dirl rot once look
cp. Sr h folded the precious letter in
a painstaking manner, and sealed it in
the envelope address?':

MR SANTY CLAWS.'
and stuffinj- - it Into Ids littU pocket
regardless of opposition on the part of
letter or pocket went softly out of the
rcorr;nt his quiet movements ended
on the landing just outside, and he
tore down the stairs and through the
atreeta to the post oflice.

IVrhaps the thought that there were
but two days before Christmas, and the
consequent fear that the gentle re-

minder might not reach Sartta Clans in
time, jrare the deer-lik-e 2eetness to h'13

aturdy little feet.
There was no one In the office, ?o he

walked bold'.j np and dropped the let-
ter through the slot, and watched it
sliding down the inclined plane into
the receiving box. Then, with a fear
of being detected, he ran out of the of-

fice, and. with his hands in his pockets,
acampered home.

Arthur's letter lay among the others
for a half hour or so, and then a clerk
be-fs- assorting them for the mails.

Here's a gooVl one." and he laughed
heartily as h held up the crumpled
envelop.

"Mr. Santa Clans'" and he laughed
gain, in company with two or three

tlerks who had gathered around him.
Jnt then the door opened and the

postmaster came in.
The clerk held np the letter: "Mr.

Panta Clans address aot given! Are
yon acquainted with the gentleman's
residence?"

Mr. Morris took th envelop and
langhed, al-- o, as he glanced at it, and

m about to throw it do-.vn- . when a
udrin vision of fonr little msids, with

an unquestioning faith in Santa Oaus,
ro before him.

Trhaps I can find the gntlem.sn."
he ssid. with a twinkle in his kind bine
eyes, and putting the env?W,'t into his
pocket he walked away.

It wm Christmas ev- - There had
been a heavy annwstnrm the tJar be-

fore, and it had cleared off very ecld.
Th pnpl- - wre mnf.M Sr fars to
tSeir eyes if they fcad th furs and
hnrriei along orer the rr.p snor4
which sang sharp litth s.njrs nn-!-

their feet. The md wind wrestled
with them at th street eornrs, nuk-
ing tli gentlemen catch w;;dT at their
bars, and flittering ribbons anlveih
in the of the U.'.ies.

Js-- Fr-n- t ptarl coarse practical
Jokes npen eryb"ly and evirTthirg
within his rsch. s thst the market
bvs fH obliged to run with the tur-
keys and turnips, b'owjng th wbi!e
npnn their aching flners or r.ihhi rig
their smarting ears. .

Tb newsN js, with muf3rs tn- -

esrs pullel closely down, held their
papers under their arms and their
hands in thir prkts, and thrashed
ern fit against the other, while they
eald in cold ?oic to the passr-by- :

Taper, sir, paper!
Tle heavens wers s to. Med wth

gleareiogr stars which blinUert merrily
dwn on the hurrying throng; and
throujh uncurtained windows were
glimrsesof gay Christmas tries vi;h

J happy children dancing around them.
an. 1 smiling lathers ana mothers look-

ing on. k

Holly v.reaths hung ia profusion and
festoons of evergreen and c

! adorned the walls; and over these hap
py scenes played the llickcriug light of
the "yule log's glow.

The church bells rang merrily, and
the organ's deep note peeled forth upon
the night v.'inds; lights ht reamed from
the windows and through th doors as
they swfcng to and fro, while softly on
the listening ear stole the sound of
voices singing of "Peace on earth, good
will toward men."

Hut the peace and warmth nnd glow
had not reached "French strtet, first
chimney, two flights down."

There was a little fire just enough
to give it the name but it seemed an
empty title.

The curtain was not drawn what
need of that? since the frost had
worked so thick a screen that not even
a loving star could peep in with a hap-

py Christmas greeting. Mrs. Hill, with
an old shawl over her shoulders, sat
close to the table, with a dim kerosene
lamp beside her.

f"he wu& blue with the cold, and her
fingers were so stiff that the needle
went laboriously through the heavy
aeara. I'er tired eyes filled with tears
now and again, but she dashed them
away every minute was precious; for
if the coat was not finished
and taken back there was a sorry out
look for And the thought
of the empty larder and coalhod nerved
her to frantic efforts at faster work-
ing; and when the cfX- - outside told
the hour of eight, it sent a colder thrill
through her frame.

Arthur, in spite of the cold, had
pulled off one of his stockings, and was
looking ruefully at a large hole in the
toe.

"Look!" he said, holding it np before
his mother, with a comical expression
on his little mottled face.

"O, Arthur, how you do wear your
stockings out! I mended them all up
lat Saturday night.

"Hut it corned right through again!"
and Arthur glancei from the yawning
stH.-!dn- toe to his mother's tired face,
then back again to the stocking.

"Do you s'pose tho presents will come
through?"

"No, I am afraid tbey won't," she
said, half bitterly.

"Uut I don't want 'em to!" and he
looked up with a perplexed expression
at Ills mother, who wa afraid his pres-
ents wouldn't come through.

He examined the hole again, taking
its dimensions by thrusting three
fingers through it and stretching them
apart.

Yes, there was no doubt a good
sized toy could squeeze through that
hole.

"Can you mend it, mother?"
"O, Arthur, don't ask me to do any-

thing!" she answered, fretfully, and
Arthur moved away a 1'ttle; for never
in his life before hd he heard Lis
mother speak like that.

Hat the nest instnnt she reached out
her arm, and snatched him passionate-
ly to her heart.

"Arthur, dear, mother is sorry that
she spoke like that to you." and she
kissed the little cold fjee, whilo her
tears so near the surface rained over
her own face and his. "I am tired, but
that is no reason for my speaking
crossly to yon; and mother will mend
the stocking she goes to bed."

Arthur pnt his arms around her neck.
"You'll have a happy Chrishnas," he
so id. loouing up into her face with
beaming eyes; and her tsars ffarted
afresh as he looked at his hopcf ,il face
and thought of the gloomy prospect

"1 wish I eon Id make a Src and
warm yon before you go to bed. she
sauh rubbing h's bine cheeks with her
cold fingers, "and give yon something
to eat."

"1 ain't much hungry," h answered,
with a brave snrle.

"If I finish tfiis coat fn time I sh.dl
get something to eat, and I will wake
ton np and give you son. and kiss-

ing him. sh turned bark to hr work
and began thtt weary stiti h, Mitch.

Arthur hung up his staking, and
going l;ick to bis mother pnHo,! ti .

shawl away a iwfle and kised br ot
the neck form of cimss wfv-- h c'Jd

not interfere with the r.ee::l sr
with a bright face opened the ld-roo-

d"wr and shut him-el- f in. Ifo-.-

cold it was! for th" door had trr. hut
ail day, t'tat whit bent thr was
might b krt in the kit. lei II
would 1V: to bav opened it. for a

ray of light from bis rr thr' d n
ln?p bat it would mak ner col. lor;
so he kicked "iT bis shoes. r.- -t part'ng
with very much else, for it was too
cold to nnlress. and jnropM into
and in a few minrtcs was f aWp,,
dreaming, perhaps, of Omt-na- s f asti-
ngs snd Santa Clans.

Arthur had net bn dreaming long
hen s low knock stnrt'ed Mrs. Hill.
W hat could it mean? And she trem-bb- d

a little se she walked to the door
acd opred it.

A kind-face- man with merry bine
eyes was standing ther"; he ha 1 very
fat pvket. and a ard in ore band ir-- i

rare.-- 1 in the ether; and Mr

trembled more than ever, but from
quite another emotion than fear.

lr. Morris explained his errand; and
ai he stepped into the room there was
a sound of other ftKtsteps in the little
entry, but he shut the door and un-

loaded lii.s pockets and laid his parcels
down. '

"My children sent these things to
Arthur," he saM, laughing, as bags of
candy, nuts nnd raisins came out in
company with "jumpiug-jacks- " and
picture books. "I hope Arthur won't
be offended' and he drew a little doll
from the depths of one pocket.

"My children are all girls, and the
joungfst one looked so disappointed
when 1 suggested that a doll was not
just the thing for a boy that I con-

cluded to bring it along.
Mrs. Hill had hardly spoken; her

eyes required a great deal of attention,
and her lips hat! an overmastering
tendency to tremble; Mr. Morris, to
relieve h'er, looked as little as possible
in her direction.

Hut linally there was an end to
apples and oranges, toys, strings of
popcorn and candy, and the rest of his
errand must be accomplished; so clear-

ing his throat, and looking hard at the
ceiling, he said:

"My wife thovht the nicest thing
for the mother would be a ton of coal
and a barrel of flour."

Toor Mrs. Hill poor Mr. Morris! for
it was almost as trying for one as the
other; he walked to the window and
examined the frost-wor- it was so
thick and fina that he glanced at the
stove next, and then at the empty wood-bo- x

and scuttle. The table, with its
dim light, row of Bpools and scissors,
with the unfinished coat in the chair,
told the .tory plainly.

Mrs. Hill looked up at last, and tried
to thank him: and Mr. Morris said how
happy they had all been in answering
Arthur's letter; and he looked so happy
as he said it, that no one could have
doubted him. Then he opened the
door and a man set a large basket .e

and Vent away directly.
"I shall see you again, Mrs. Hill,

and I hope you and Arthur will both
have a very merry Christmas. Good-

night," and he had gone before Mrs.
Hill could speak. He went directly to
a coal dealer and ordered a bag of coal
and a basket of wood sent at once, and
did not leave the place until he had
seen them on their way.

Mrs. Hill was still sitting in the chair
where Mr. Morris had left her when
the heavy step of the men with the
coal and wood, and their loud knock at
the door, roused her from her reverie.

The lirst thing she did after they had
gone was to make a rousing fire. How
it crackled and snapped! and she bent
over the stove and rubbed her stiff
fingers in the genial warmth. Then
she took Arthur's stocking, with the
yawning toe, and quickly mended the
big toe nnd put the toys in. The candy
bags and strings of popcorn she hung
around it, and piled the apples and
oranges in a plate on the shelf above,
and stood the shining new sled beneath,
with the skates, mittens and woolen
pcavf hanging over it.

What a fine show it mads! and how
she longed to catch Arthur out of bed
to s?e it! but she wanted the room to
get warmer first; and then there was
the basket to bo unpacked.

She folded away the coat not fin-

ished, bi:t that did not matter now
and smiled brightly r.s kIic picked up
her spools and scissors and thought of
the dav of rest before her.

'lhcre was everything in that basket
at lenst so thought Mrs. Hill. Two

pies; a loaf of cuke; another of bread;
little heart-shape- d cakes, sugared ic
pink and white; a plum puiiing; but-
ter; tea; coffee; sugar; cranberries: a
bag of sweet potatoes: a squash; a tur-
nip; two gla.sr.es of Jelly, and a turkey.
Th little tabie was loaded; it had
never gronned beneath such a weight
le fore.

Mrs. Hill hung the holly wreath,
which had lam on the topof the basket,
in the window; then opened the led-roo-

floor.
"Arthvir," she s.aid. softly, landing

over him: bnt Arthnr did not more.
She kil"d him on tho lires l.e puck-
ered up his month, opened it. and
closed it again, with a deep breath, an !
was as fast nslq as ever.

"Arthur, do yon want to hear aout
Ssr.ta I'lanvT" The 'epy etes opened
ind he rubU'd thernv Uh his little fit.

"W-h-;-t-

"I thought yo-- i wo vd lik to hear
aboTit S.acta Clau.s; ym.r prcMn.s have
t me.
Arthvr vas wlie nTake--a- s what

way would not Ksve been ;ir sprap- -

out of led.
"Iidn". he forrie et;t-- " h- t",;:n tn :fnrnom loor, hi eys sr-- .

blinking, looking from th.eVmnev to
ti e table, and from tb table bk o
tlv chimney, and th3 up to his
mother's face.

She drv him to the srre, and sit-

ting don took him on br p.
I didn't spft so mn-h- r le

finding his tor.gi at Iat;
"but ain't it jolly joi 'yl' and ciacpi .g
his h.ans together he threw hi irnv
so tij-htl- around his mother's reck-tha- t

he nearly s1orrd her brealh and
frsv hr a anning k5s.

"Th stoekin's f nil an' yrn mended
the bo!;" and he gol down on the floor
aM peerM np nndr it. "It's all wed
t'jhtr Tieo he pnilM down the

TBET I'RrPAEED

4-- &

AS the 24th
December,

and Corb Mc-

henry rose up
in the midst of

. -- tfr'm' thesheepamp
Vfe-- J fc-- iS and, figurative-d- T

"T lv s p e aking.
cursed his day. Indeed, he may have
done so literally, for all I remember,
what I know is that he pronounced
some formula to the effect that a man
might as well be dead aa spend his
Christmas in a sheep camp.

I couldn't help laughing at him, he
seemed in such deadly earnest about it,
though the thought of the wife and
babies down at the ranch house on the
Rio Pecos went to my heart, and the
sight of t,he Old Man's hopeless eyes
moved my sympathies a great deal more
than. Corb's loud lamentations.

Corb was our Adonis; a big, straight
young fellow, with hair like curly corn-silk- ,

a way that took with all the
women, and a roving fancy, and I
knew he was sighing to think of the
feminine worlds he might have con-

quered during the Christmas festivities;
but the Old Man it was easy to guess
that his faithful heart was very sore
for somebody in particular.

We three had been drifting sheep for
come six weeks down toward the Devil
river. The spot we were now on had
plenty of sotol, but no water anywhere
near. Sheep will live very well, you
know, withoot water, and get fat if
they have sotol; so our Mexican hauled
us a barrel whenever he could; and we
used it to drink and to cook with, and
the man who washed his face too much
was considered unpatriotic

' It is, no
doubt, very shocking to relate, but we
were all extremely patriotic, and, the
water supply chancing to be just then
very low, there hadn't been a face
washed in camp for a week. The work
of a sheep-cam- p is killingly hard, and
it is dirty. Traveling as we must, no
man carries more clothing than he car-

ries cn him, and sotol, catclaw and
mesquite thorn soon fnnke rags of
them. Corb was always handsome
dirty or clean, whole or ragged. His
good looks lay in his lines and propor-
tions, and were ineffaceable; but the
poor Old Man never a beauty at his
best grew simply hideous. He had,
with his clear, honest, iight-gra- y eyes,
a stiff black beard which, if left un-

shaven fortwo weeks, transformed him
into a ferocious brigand.

We had been hard at it slashing sotol
nil day, and were sitting, unusually
tired, ragged and dirty, around the
camp-fir- e when Corb filed his protest.

"Boys, said I, after the manner of
a Santa Claus, "what'll you have for
Christmas?"

"A big bath-tu- b full of water, a half-gallo- n

of cologne, anew suit of clothes,
and a dance to go to," answered Corb,
promptly.

We both laughed; the wish was such
4 photograph of the boy and his ambi-
tions.

"What'll I lo for you. Old Man?" I
taid.

"Well." said the Old Man, modestly, I
ard quite r.s if he expected me to produce
them from somewhere, "I'd like a pair
of breeches thee are most loo bad
and some decent grub for the crowd.

That was the Old Man all over. A

little for himself and a gmat dal pro
bono publico. That, with many ctbor
r.nobtrtrdve pood points, was why
those who knew thr bhfnl old fellow
well he was younger, by the way,
than Corb, 1 think - lovd him.

Suddenly Corb to! up rtrain !"

he saH, dramatically, and
pointfd to the horizon, where we saw a

ronp of bo-roe- muking for us.
"That's fwv.r.eJhinsr new for 'lirifttnas,
envhow," h sd-i- 1, trinmphantljr.
'I h;i. w ith a M;iYcn change of 1cre:
'Hide me; there's n rouble of

its in the lay-or-t- ."

lttT al- Trr n l fir me to thoeh
f;t the oisrofTi.Trre of Corb nd th- ''hi
Mar.. The wif sr. 1 bnl - nro ;:-- t ns

plan to r.i Y'rr as "ran. mil my
capital pr?ze is dra'n. bnt r e eoriviT
it. a'! tb sjT.e, a i thin to g

laoi- - to a sheep-esra- p wren fee .tPt
s le: ': a ti and msy b

i afely rr-- i ed tr rercbe.1 th
r i f df : i r.ton. Tley i rs e jrT'.o-tTt- lr

noi7l.'bless tbeir ,d'rf'.r.? th.t 5011'il b-- r'ad 1r e
'

i - ; .: th" l- - y who er.gln'-e- ncf--

r t "!T j;ow bete

th m ni O'SI 'he
."V: ! Man" 'trs 13 hi. rs t hf- - a p. S- -

)r' party d.rp-'- into lii"
tb cr,?: '"Yes. ron

n i I mi entertain them- - it! arid V e j

i. Tbre was h taorl'-- thl'V't of
nd mSf-o- f rrtr-- the e?-rn- .

arl ho rra far it r.i was ot of tiut j

by the time the crowd came up over the
divide.

When they came In among us we
had no one to blame with the inoppor-
tune visit; they were all tenderfeet,
Austin and Gklveston people, th lead-

ing spirit a yonng lady, a Miss Helle
Hardin, who had leen visiting at the
ranches above, and a few days at my
piace, anu was nuw nuuig uuh u uj
take the Galveston, Harris burg A. San I

i 1 1. 1 1 1. !
MiMJUiu rutu iiuuc, jicr uJij; Hic leav-

ing preceded her. They intended to
stop and take supper with us, and then
ride on ten miles to the ranch below in
the moonlight, which was very floe.

How should I know thai the whole
wild excursion for it was a wild one
for ladies at that time of the year had
been undertaken at the command of
one imperious young woman, because
she wanted to see the Old Man before
she left? But 1 did know it, as well as if
she had told me in so many words, by
the time Miss Belle's disappointed eyes
had roamed ever the entire camp, taken
in the inside of the tent, cruelly turned
open to their gaze, and turned inquir-
ingly to me.

1 would have told her. Instinctively,
that the Old Man was buey a tout some-

where, and would be in directly; but
the devil counseled Corb to say, in a
most aggravating and public manner:
'The Old Man thaf s what we call Mr.

Bassett down here cut and run when
he saw who you folks were. He's not
fixed for company, yon see, and he's
not very sociable, anyhow; guess w
wont miss him."

The flush that rose on Miss Belle's
cheek boded ill for the Old Man. I save
the thought rise in her pretty, "angry
face, that if she could brave a long,
hard ride in an unpropitious season,
and the ridicule of those with her, by
persisting that sua liked it and was
takingitforpleasure.it was as little
as he could do to welcome her gladly.
Why should she go hanging after a rec-

reant suitor, here, where the best in
that line goes She turned
sharply and interested herself violent-
ly in the camp and its equipments.
Fortunately, the crowd announced that
they had brought grub with them, or I
don't know how they would have
supped. Amalio had not yet returned
from his last trip for supplies and we
were pretty nearly reduced to eating
sotol with the sheep.

Finally, vhen I had seen the lot of
them, with Corb to help, at work open-

ing cans, boiling coffee and frying ham,
and the ladies, withthe!r habits tucked
up, fussing over the camp-fir- e and look-

ing wonderfully pretty and sweet in
their uncouth surroundings, I strolled
down to the thicket to see how fared
the Old Man.

He had seen who our visitors were,
and he was the most woe-begon- e,

creature you ever saw.
T had my needls and thread with

me, and I've toggled np my clothes so
they look some better," he said.
"Couldn't you, please, get me Just a lit-

tle bit of water?'
"Can yen, friends. rfu me water-C- an

you, when I di so soo a"
quoted Corb, who had followed me, in
fiendish enjoyment oi this abject re-

questbut Komathing'in the Old Man's
cjes went to my heart. Foor, blunder-
ing, old black moth, fluttering afler a
star. For I had no doubt Miss Belle
merely watted to see him to csvare
herself that she could justly hang his
(.(Jalp among the many other trophies of
that nature she was taking home to
Galveston from the plains, and I

ly told Corb to go about his proper
business entertaining tbe visitors
and though it went egainst my e,

for the fupply wr.s fearfully
low (and &uprKV aomethiBg delayed
Amnlio!) I wet one end of a towel and
conveyed it to tbe Old Man, and saun-
tered back to tbe merry picrdek-in- g

gronp st the fire, reflecting
on the folly of all mankind in grnersl,
nnd young folk in particular. Whit
madness made th Old Man set his
fancy on a girl like that? A lelle, a
beauty, ft pMted. potted child of for-

tune, vtho would only look at him, I

wai firmly convince to cornt him rff
as "on mor." as the knitting women

be?,ds at tbe guillotine in the
rein of terror. Jfot but what h was

g! eti gh and do'nMy rood encrgh
for anv womsn, and a tolerably good

natch; br.t rouH I blame a rre
wo: inn, without th? ha nee 1 btd fr

if fbe bon!d rate Corb's
Wj v eves ani inches ab've tbf Old

Mtn' heart of paid?
Foor O'd Man! V.hn h cam lag

ging and shsr.iM'ejr irdo carrphf! v
Xnt Ti:;r notion rt a fjr.t--

f ti 1 vrwK-r- !ir f'"e was rvl Jth
! misery, and 1 had revey kr?'n n

lffre how w bite hiejs co;H gJeaQ
fro"i tte tbi-Vr- t ff a ix wrks'

Mis I;i completed bis d;s
c rr.atnre rv nvii-.n- to i.im tr her

and then. ff struck by a
a c Tenrr her bsrd and

sriTir?-- : "I forgrt; I f lieve I )i 'u't
'"f ton when we f3rt enme. Ti -.

ben " e wer thre tcjv, in cst"
wa traT!T'?rerJt srrd rr;
grfetchoT; bet it did fn.-- th ' 1 Man

juauig him in so many words. Aud I
mjaelf rode with her as far a tho ciry
arroya, told the party to ride Lrtskf.
as some of us thought there was
nortler coming, and was turning back:
when Miss Iielle stopped me. Hereye
were large and frightened.

"Do you really think there wEl lie q
storm?" bhe aid. "I am such a Lsby
about storms. Greas, grov n woman
as I am, 1 always break for mamma
and bide my head in her lap when oce
comes up at home, and out here cn the
prairie I know it would scare me to
death,"

I reassured her, told Ler thai tbe
squall, if it came at all, would hardly
strike before morning, and rode back
through tbe flocks to the camp.

That was a Christmas picture not ta
be forgotten. The sleepisg herds,
couched peacefully beneath the white
wonder of a Texas moonlight eight;
the sweep and swell of the low, grassy
hills and piain, very like, I fancy, to
that country where the shepherd
watched their flocks at nijht nearly
two thousand tears aro, when the
angel of the Lord awakened them and
tmng to their ravished ears the first
Christmas caroL

I round-th- two tooys very low in
their minds.. - We all had the fceliac a,

prisoner must have v bee the visitor
go out and leave him alone again with
his foar walls, and as vve were all dt ad
beat' we prepared silently and eAdi-tiousl- y

to tarn in.
That was the worst nafcetdenlatlon I

ever made on a nortber. Wehadbsrelv
closed our eyes when it was on us; Cn t
with a rattling dash of rain like a dis
charge of musketry, then the wet tent
was yanked from above us by a spite-- j

ful gust and dashed dripjung uponXhe
campfire. and we were in pitchy black- - j

toess no hint of moon, and ia the mid
die of a spitting," claming norther.
Fortunately the temperature fell less j
than in any uch storm I have ever ex- -

perienced, aud we were r.ot so de'
DersJLelv cold. ;

Our first thought, of course or mine,
anyway was lor tbe sm-ep- . These j
worthies, who arendoubtedly at once
the most idiotic and obstinate of brute j

beasts, always break for the open ;
when a ttorm cemeson, there to wan--
der about till their long wool liecomea j

lirst sodden with moisl4ire aud then
frozen to Ice, when they lie dewn com)
fortabiy aud die and a icsn's money j
with tbem. ! i

We raced down among Uicra at sooa
as we could gather ourselves together
and worked for an honr, more lika 1

devils than men. driving t!.erm Into tl i

thickets uid butcbefr f mqilite and
keeping tbera bnncled.

By that time the s'jorn, wlfirb ttiter I

all was a (mall affair, was practically
over, the th under murtcrtnofT ostth- -

ward, aud the maoa leekiag out. giori--
ocsly now and t'ea.

After awhile I n1ssd the OllUt, ;

Though he lacks Curb's inrte. acd "U

s'ifrhter, he i worth sy tea of bias t
turn out work, and, in two an emtr
grncy a this, a round dorj. Utrtf
complaining, never losing bis bend nc7 r

his temper, and alwajs rikt tenpre. t

notieed. too, that some eri bed lit ti i

camp-fir- e again, and, as the danger to j

the sheep was passerk I staggered ovf J
to it near done up aa ever a tuati
was. What I saw tbrre, as the pcci i
has it, 'gave me pause. jllierr;. tn the frrnund t?es3Jle tbe:ra7 1

sat the Old Man holding Mis rielle ia . ?

bi arms. She was eoWiirg wildly,
h was sor-tkin- and bshig Tbt? j

as a mother rc!ht her ctild. I'lVwtLi 4

of what d:e had sail etowt ti f

her mother wbrn ttorm rme ni
arms as teodr, tboutrh tbey might lr3
awkward, ewioyj3paed her now. A wl
ward, did I say? The Xd Man bdkr3
b-- r aa if be had be-ei- born frr IV aei i
trreu to nothing fJe; be teyided vpna --

e

her ith a sort 'of diriae irultion ani ?

kr;w s'l berwi-b- e before tltr wera
fpok-n- -

1 ame t?p wTta fm Tjnnece?ftr7 ?

rjoU, think ing to warn them of rzy l

presence; but s!ie tnfW turned her ;
iad ujn his breast sr.d ionked I re?--,

end the Old Man rlr VP ail, I

if be tr', rbt the nnivrs m"i:tri
tr the troubl: "J ler poor j

t).rrr br in t! torra, tr1 she
be" trVl and U r.'il fi.lll'd

sod al-e- n sp. r.d I foj;nd br Oct
l..-er- rerlr-gan- brtmeLt her in." '

l rever e a o frig!.1en:l la my
life," said IleH, i'h aamethita' j

c.f a rnrr of her 0 ! titscitT, til
Alan f ynd trc; tb-r- i" .r:th s.n fi
t.nnt b.k 'l all r'.r.t Va
tned bar k wl' n ir tbe trO i

tas f:ings' ey.t--- t r- I th'aMtjbt I

rciUi r"u.a I g'-- t ne' 3 t
It'ym lb rest t'.;"l all Tte is ci--

Tbey came. W'ct a rtls. We d';He 3tfS:nei by the cs-t-- j fire and


